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little right to offer himself on platforms as champion
of the oppressed in every quarter of the globe, if he
has already made of his own home a devastated area.
Nor can he hope to understand the problems of
humanity unless he first surveys them through the
windows of his own house, and feels for those whom
he has never seen primarily because he has felt,
more deeply, for his own mother, his own wife or
his own children, and can see in the nameless masses
above all the wives, mothers and children of other
people. If he cannot see mankind thus personally,
mankind will soon become for him a mere graph in
a text book, the mechanical material of bloodless
intellectualist theory. Every now and again a
through-paced intellectual would get himself adopted
as a Labour candidate. The subsequent process of
disillusionment, in candidate and supporters, was
usually both amusing and instructive. The man of
theory would sometimes begin by assuming that
Labour votes were automatically to be had for any
doctrine which wore the current stamp of Progress.
Having lived hitherto in a select cirde of the like-
minded, he had little notion what unselect humanity
thought or felt. Occasionally nemesis came quickly.
One candidate expounded in print his belief in
promiscuous sexual intercourse, commending it
with special insistence to the very young. The poor
man was genuinely surprised and pained when his
supporters, most of them devoted members of local
chapel or church, flung him indignantly from his
candidature.

Then there were the annual Party Conferences.
The more affluent assembling, with the Party chiefs,